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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley are starting to get used to their routine. It's only a week in. Halfway there :)

Work Text:
It’s just two weeks, right?

 

“I’m bored.”

“You’ve said that already.”
“And I’m still bored.”

It’s been a week into their quarantine. Day after day with only themselves as company. To call it exhausting would be an understatement. Privacy was a luxury and only really existed when Ashley was asleep. He loves her but god damn, she’s so clingy .

Clingy is only one word to describe her. She’s so many other things too, and Andrew had to deal with the brunt of it all. In the confines of their small shared apartment, no less. No privacy, tension thick enough to suffocate in, it was all so much. And that fucking phone, Andrew felt like he was going to snap.

At first it was the calls to Mom. Andrew didn’t even bother, he knew she didn’t care. But Ashley kept trying, kept begging her over the phone to care, to do anything to help them. The calls always ended the same, with a sad and tired Ashley left for him to comfort. It hurt him to see her so down, but he was so emotionally fried he could barely muster up a reassurance and a hug. Eventually, her sadness gave way to anger, and he stopped trying to help.

Ashley never said it outright, but he could hear her calling his girlfriend some nights too. On the nights he was ever able to get an ounce of sleep, it was ruined by her yelling and screaming into the phone, to “stay away from my man, you floozy!” Calling her names and threatening to kill her if she didn’t listen. He tried to feign anger for his girlfriend, but he felt strangely happy about her possessiveness. He didn’t tell his girlfriend that.

Andrew walked out of their room, half asleep and hair a mess. Ashley was in the kitchen, cooking and humming to herself happily. He didn’t see what was so fun about cooking, but he wasn’t going to complain about breakfast being made.

“Good morning Andy ,” Ashley cooed with a kissy face. “Did you sleep well last night?”

“I did for a few hours before you started screaming bloody murder.” Andrew sat down at the table, moving aside unpaid bills. Even if she ruined his sleep, it was only fair to help out where he could. Even if it wasn’t much. As tiring as she was, she could be sweet when she wanted to be. He didn’t want to take advantage of that.

“Well, there’s coffee made if you want to fix that. Or, you can keep whining like the big baby you are,” she taunted over her shoulder. He didn’t have enough energy to tease back, so he just flipped her off when she turned his way. The scowl she made was worth it.

“Jackass,” she said, flicking his head before ruffling his hair. “I left your breakfast on the counter since you want to be a dick.”

Andrew reached to steal a sausage from Ashley’s plate before promptly being stabbed with a fork.

“Ow, what the fuck?!” he exclaimed, glaring at her. He rubbed his hand, slightly bleeding from the wound. The smell of iron almost ruined his appetite.

“I made you your own damn plate, don’t ‘what the fuck’ me!” she exclaimed. “I do all this work for you and not even a thank you? And you try to steal from me?!”

“Okay, okay, I get it.” Andrew conceded. The siblings giggled. Ashley tried to stay mad but ultimately failed. Andrew ignored the way she licked his blood off her fork.

Mornings were always the easiest. It kept Ashley busy, which greatly improved both of their moods. There was breakfast to be made, things to clean, sometimes even a movie they’ve already watched if Ashley felt up to it. Andrew wasn’t a big fan of movies, but if it kept Ashley from intentionally riling him up, it was worth it. It was also a good excuse to cuddle on the couch with her. Whether he’ll ever admit he enjoys it is no one’s business but his own.

It was around noon when things would get stale and dull. Ashley had run out of things to do, and thus, resorted to laying on the floor. Andrew joined her.

"Entertain me." Ashley looked over at him expectantly.

“I’m trying.” He wasn’t. His mind was empty and he was enjoying the brief silence. It wasn’t going to last for long.

“No you’re not.” Fuck.

Ashley sat up, sighing loudly. Andrew closed his eyes and sighed back, almost content to fall asleep right there. The hard floor was a nice change from his bed, which was starting to dent in the middle. He’ll replace it as soon as their quarantine lifts and hopefully get better sleep.

Just as he was drifting out of consciousness, a weight suddenly plopped onto his stomach, knocking the wind out of him.

“Gh-! What the fuck?” Andrew glared at Ashley, who was now straddling his waist.

“Wanna wrestle?” Ashley smirked, grabbing his arms and pinning them above his head. She wiggled herself back, moving her ass over his crotch. Blood rushed to Andrew’s face and neck, as well as somewhere it should not be rushing. His breath quickened as he felt the tightening in his pants. He wasn’t actually going to break here, was he? It had only been a week, surely he could hold out for another?

Did he want to hold out for another?

He pushed Ashley’s hands up, lifting her off him and pinning her down. Ashley immediately locked her legs around Andrew’s hips and squeezed, her ass pressed firmly against his cock. If it was possible to get any harder, he would be.

“You have a real bad habit of waking me up before I sleep,” Andrew said calmly, trying to ignore the fact that his dick was straining his pants with his sister’s ass pressed against it.

“Do I have a real bad habit of getting you this hard too?” She replied smugly, adjusting her legs and trying to grind against him. His cock throbbed .

“Can you fucking stop!?” He grabbed her hips and forced her down, sighing heavily as he tried to ignore his raging hormones. Ashley’s smugness turned to anger. She grabbed Andrew’s shoulders and sunk her nails into them, drawing out a hiss from him.

“No, Andy, I won’t ,” she replied angrily. “I felt your dick pressing against me. Don’t act like you don’t want it, Andrew .”

He pressed his palms against the floor, trying to clear his head with deep breaths. Any train of thought he could muster was immediately derailed by the pain and arousal flaring through him. Any reason , he begged his brain. Any reason to tell her no, I’ll take anything.

“I-I have a girlfriend-”

Ashley bit down on his lip hard , drawing blood and immediately sucking it up. Andrew tried to pull away, to tell her to stop or something , but he couldn’t. He could only stay there, dumbly drowning in his own arousal, Too scared to go further but too horny to back out.

“ Bullshit , Andrew! We both know you don’t fucking care about her! All you care is that some floozy can tolerate you enough to fuck you once or twice a week!”

“That’s not true-”

“But I’m right here! Stop acting like I’m not good enough for you, for anyone!” Tears began to well up in her eyes and Andrew sighed once again, finally admitting defeat.

Her crying is annoying . A weak and flimsy excuse, but one that would satisfy his conscience for now.

Andrew kissed her lips, stopping her from saying something stupid. Her eyes widened in shock, and then excitement. She kissed him back with vigor, quickly pressing her tongue against his lips. At first, he wasn’t sure if he wanted to go that far. He then realized he was about to do much worse to her, and decided to indulge his sister’s desires for now.

“I’m sorry, Leyley. You’re good enough, I promise. It’s just-”

She grabbed his face and kissed him again, stopping something stupid from coming out of his mouth. 

“Don’t think about it, Andy, and you’ll enjoy this a lot more. I promise ,” she whispered mockingly, giggling at the end. “I’m trying to have sex with my brother, please don’t ruin the moment.”

Andrew actually laughed at that, the tension and stress evaporating in an instant. He was so going to hell, but Leyley would be there waiting for him. He couldn’t imagine a better afterlife.

He finally sat up, Ashley immediately opting to straddle his lap. He slid his hands up her shirt, groping her breasts and drawing out a soft sigh from her. No bra, they were quarantined after all. Not like she wore one around him before then anyway. She let him indulge for a moment, enjoying the excitement she got from finally having her brother’s hands on her. 

After she got bored she shoved Andrew down on his back, moving his shirt up and leaning down to bite his pale and bony chest. He hissed as she bit hard enough to draw blood. She sucked and licked over the wound before moving on to repeat the action, leaving a trail down to his hard and aching cock.

His breath hitched after she pulled his pants down, his cock springing up in front of her face. Ashley was practically drooling when she saw it, and decided that there was only one way to properly blow him. She took his entire length into her mouth, immediately gagging. Andrew would have made fun of her if he wasn’t about to nearly cum from that alone.

Ashley moved up and down his length slowly, making sure he didn’t get off too soon. If his past experience is anything to go off of, (which Ashley absolutely did not see whatsoever), he wasn’t good at taking his time. So, she had to be careful with how she handled this. 

She popped her mouth off of his length, Andy’s blissed out face reminding her of her own pounding need. She took off her shorts, nearly pouncing onto him as she got into position, ready for him to take her virginity. His face quickly turned from bliss to excitement as he sat up properly, ready to take over if she needed him to. Her pupils were blown wide as she stared him in the eyes, slowly stroking his cock and lowering herself onto him.

Andrew’s dick was throbbing as he watched his sister take him into herself. The warmth of her lips quickly made way for the heat of her walls. He groaned, resisting the urge to thrust himself into her. He knew she would want him rough, but he wasn’t going to hurt her. Not for her first time, anyway. He could be patient, even if he was about to cum any second now. 

Ashley took him all the way in, straddling him hip to hip as she adjusted to the feeling. It was everything she could have wanted and more. Her brother was inside of her, throbbing and trying his hardest not to cum harder than he ever has. She slowly gyrated her hips, getting used to the fullness and watching Andy strain himself trying to hold it in. 

Eager to finish him with a climactic ending, she started riding him. She lifted and slammed her hips onto his with enthusiasm, barely keeping his shaft in her with each lift. She moaned loudly, doing her best to push Andy over the edge. She was going to be the best damn lay he’s ever had, whether he wanted her to be or not. She grabbed his face and kissed him eagerly, chasing his tongue with her own. It tasted just like hers.

Andrew grabbed her hips and slammed them against his own, abandoning any qualms he had about this and going all in. His sister’s tongue thrashing against his own, his dick throbbing and plowing into his sister’s pussy, he couldn’t hold back any longer. He fucked her as long as he could take, doing his best to hit the spot that made her moan, but it couldn’t last forever.

“Leyley, I’m gonna-”

“Inside!!!”

He held her hips down and came so hard he saw stars, shooting his load straight into his sister’s womb. Ashley grinded on his spurting cock, rubbing herself to finish off her orgasm. Breathing heavily, the two siblings embraced each other as they rode out their orgasms. It was done, it couldn’t be undone, and they never felt better. 

“Best you ever had?” Ashley smirked contentedly, nuzzling her cheek against her Andy. She felt very cuddly now and hoped he would return the affection. 

Andrew sighed, debating on whether he valued his sister or his dignity more. Ultimately, his sister won, and he conceded.

“Yeah, I guess so.” He pet her head, running his hand through her hair. She grinned and enthusiastically pressed into his hand, eagerly seeking more. She was cute when she wanted to be. He liked when she was cute.

“You guess so? Bitch.”

The silence was comfortable enough that he decided to ignore her rude comment.

“We should probably clean those bites you gave me.” Andrew said casually, remembering something about human bites being infected easily.

“Aw, Andy. Don’t you remember? Mom says we have the same germs, silly.”